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The Righteous ſhall be in everlaſting Remembrance, Pal. cxii. 6. 
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F Pletcher (J., * war a Jladeley) An Appeal to Matter of Fact 
p and Common Sense, Bristol, 1772; The Last Check to 
Antinomianism, 1792 : Collected Works, 8 vol. 1795 CON - 
temporary calf Lasseni (D. J.) Communion Andacht, 
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Behman (J.) The Way to Christ I)i=covered and Described, 
bears the autograph signatur of Rerd. John Fletcher, and 18 
a presentation copy to him from Henry Brooke (author of 
* The Fool of Quality ”), with a 12-line autograph porm bY 
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| By NG has my penſive Muſe with Lyre unſtrung, 


Waited to hear the Name of FLETCUER ſung. 

| Full oft I ſaid, what ſoaring Pen will paint 

The glowing Graces of this honour'd Saint? 

Around I look'd to the poetic Race, 

For an Apelles to portray his Face: 

But all are ſilent, all the Taſk diſclaim, 

Perhaps o'eraw'd by ſuch ſuperior Fame. 

How then ſhall I attempt a Theme ſo high, 

But as a Babe may its Hoſanna cry. 

Unſbilld in all the boaſted Rules of Art, 
I've nought to diftate but a feeling Heart. 

| The Flame of Friendſhip lights my kindling Fire, 
Provokes to touch the long-neglected Lyre. 
But, O! what Words can fully paint his Worth, 
Whoſe Equal now, inhabits not our Earth ? 
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Such Learning, Piety and Zeal, and Love, 
We ſure muſt ſeek amongſt the Hoſt above; 
Such meek Humility and lowly Grace, 


No more amongſt the Sons of Men we trace. 
Hail, FLETCHER, hail ! bright Tranſcript of thy Lord, 
Thou now art reaping of thy great Reward. 


In early Infancy ſome Signs appear'd, 
That Grace was dawning, that his God he fear'd; 
In Youth, tho' train'd to each exalted Art, 
God, and Religion, bore ſome feeble Part : 


The Form, at leaſt, he ever did approve, 

E'en while a Stranger to the God of Love. 

At length the Day of clearer Light drew nigh, 
Conviction ſhakes, the miſty Shadows fly ; 
His Heart prepar'd, received the Goſpel Sound, 
And holy Love, and heavenly Peace he found. 
Determin'd now all leſſer Things to leave, 

That he the ſacred Office might receive; 
Before the Altar ſee him proſtrate fall, 
Renounce, for God in Truth, his little All : 


The Croſs of Chriſt to preach, to love, to take; 


To ſuffer all Things for his Maſter's Sake : 
"Twas in this Light the Miniſtry he view'd 
Nor Eaſe, nor Fame, nor Riches he purſu'd. 


Hc 


Ho! 


He ſweetly felt deſcending in that Hour; 


What have ! ſeen, what has my Heart Hen known? 
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How curs'd are thoſe who dare with mimic Face 
Declare they're mov'd by an impelling Grace, 
To take upon them ſuch a ſacred Tie, 
And feel their Hearts a Witneſs to the Lie ; 
Who know 'tis Honour, Wealth, they have in View, 
Nor any other God but theſe purſue ; 
Whoſe eager Minds are covetous of Gain, 
Or zealous Vot ries of the Goddeſs Fame. 


Not ſo my Friend, —his ardent Soul was fir'd 
With ſacred Love, the hallow'd Touch inſpir'd : 
So bright a Flame was kindled in his Breaſt, 
He ſeem'd on Earth to be of Heav'n poſſeſt. 
Inſtant he flew to exerciſe the Power 


He ſpoke. The liſt'ning Crowds in Wonder fall, 
Nor could the ftubborn then reſiſt his Call. 


Tears flow'd in Show 'rrs, diſſolv'd were Hearts of Stone. 


O happy Days, tho' long, ye now are paſt, 
The ſweet Remembrance will for ever laſt. 


A While each own'd he ſhone with Angels Face, 
Nor dar'd to queſtion his ſuperior Grace. 
Yet, in a Time, my Friend was deeply try'd, 
And trod the Footſteps of the Crucify'd. 
B 
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The ſubtle Foe us'd all his wily Art, 

In ſome unguarded Place to wound his Heart: 
But all his Life was ſpent in watchful Care, 
In Faſtings oft, and never-ceaſing Pray'r. 

He trod thro' Labyrinths of mazy Grief, 

Yet God, his God, was eer his ſure Relief. 
To him reſign'd in all his Conflicts ſtill, 

He aim'd to crucify his Life and Will. 

Oſt have I ſeen the Anguiſh of his Breaſt, 

But yet reſolv'd he ſtood the fiery Teſt ; - 
Martyr'd each Wiſh that roſe within his Heart, 
And choſe, for ever choſe, the better Part. 


When Grace ſome ſignal Hero means to crown, 
Dark Storms ariſe, and Diſpenſations frown ; *_ 
Compell'd to Refuge in the Right for Peace, 
From Self, from Man, from all below they ceaſe. 
This FLETCHER found, but ſtill victorious prov'd, 
A faithful Servant of the God he lov'd. 


Early and late he preach'd his Maſter's Laws, 
More than his Meat and Drink eſteem'd his Caule : 
In Works of Faith, in Pray'r inceſſant found, 
His Fruits of Grace did evermore abound. 
Regardleſs of his Nature's ſwift Decline, 
He grudg'd to ſleep the needful Lot of Time ; 
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Till Nature ſunk, oppreſt by over Toil, 
And Death ſeem'd ready to demand his Spoil. 


Then Pray'r was made, IE HovAH bow'd his Ear, 
Remov'd the Stroke, diſpell'd our anxious Fear; 
Fam'd TuRNER, learned in the healing Art, 

The Aid apply'd that warded off Death's Dart. 
Again our Teacher mounts the ſacred Throne, 
And makes to all the Saviour's Goodneſs known : 
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\ Points Sinners to the Lamb's atoning Blood, 
| And, by his Conduct, ſhows the Way to God. 


At length he's call'd to take a Paſtor's Charge, 
Nor, as before, to preach the Word at large: 
At leaſt the outward Call unſought was given, 
: And he receiv'd it as the Will of Heav'n. 

No ſordid Motive influenc'd his Choice, 
He took it for a providential Voice : 


So far from aiming at his Wealth or Eaſe, 

He choſe what never could a Hireling pleaſe; 
Much Labour, Toil, and Tythes in Number tew, 
Tho' greater Things were offer'd to his View. 


To Madeley he repair'd, a barbarous Soll, 

Where fallow Ground requir'd his anxious Toll ; 
The earthy Hearts uncultivated lay, 
To Sin, to Satan, and to Hell a Prey. | 
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But FIETCHIR labourd on with zealous Care, 

And pour'd his Soul in agonizing Pray'r. 

No Curſe, or Threat'nings damp'd his ardent Fire, 

But Oppoſition rais'd his Love ſtill higher. 

Some would not deign to tread the ſacred Porch, 

Not FIETCHER's Voice could draw them to the Church: 
Theſe he would often viſit, meekly „ 

He only came becauſe he wifh'd them well. 

Frequent Reproaches were the ſtern Reward 

They gave to this mild Herald of his Lord. 

Sometimes the footy Tribe who dwell-in Mines, 

On whom the Sun, or Reaſon, ſcarcely ſhines, 

Would dare impeach his Language and his Zeal, 

And all the Malice of foul Fiends reveal. 

Yet as the beaten Anvil to the Stroke 

He ſtood, nor Calumny could e'er provoke. 

At laſt his earneſt Cries ſo enter'd Heav'n, 

Some Show'rs of Grace, ſome Seals, ſome Souls were giv'n ; 
Theſe he train'd up, and nurs'd with loving Care, 
And bore them in his Arms of Faith and Pray'r. 
Then numerous Crowds did on his Word attend, 
And many ſought and found the Sinner's Friend. 
How have my Eyes with pleaſing Wonder ſeen, 
The Old and Young traverſing o'er the Green ! 
How have I view'd them preſs and fill the Aiſle, 
While FLETCHER preach'd, and Heav'n vouchſaf d to ſmile 
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What Eloquence and Pathos ſweetly hung 
Upon the Accents of his fervid Tongue! 
How did the Word of Grace diſtill as Dew, 
To rouſe the Sinner and the Saint renew! 


But now a Taſk laborious wakes his Pen, 


He takes the Liſts againſt ſome forward Men ; 


Who raſh to judge, too willing to defame, 

Expoſe in Print a greatly honour'd Name. 

The Call-of Friendſhip urg'd him to engage, 
| With thoſe who choſe an open War to wage; 
But more a Zeal for Truths he held Divine, 
| To controverſial Work his Pen incline. 
No he is gone, perhaps his Foes will own, 
In various Talents, that he ſtood alone: 


As every Book and every Line reveal? 


Or if a Bigot's Zeal the Fact deny, 


Their ſober Thoughts will give that Zeal the Lie. 


But now brought low, he droop'd a ſecond Time, 
nd Death ſeem'd coming by a ſwift Decline ; 

Great outward Labour and great inward Thought, 

The various Symptoms of Conſumption brought. 
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Where ſhall we find ſuch Language, Temper, Zeal, 


Sure, FLETCHER ſtands the Wonder of his Age! 
W ho dares deny, that reads his wondrous Page? 
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His Friends alarm'd, the healing Tribe were call'd, 
But Med'cine fail'd, and Friendſhip ſtood appal'd: 
It ſeem'd as tho' the dread Decree were given, 
Too Good for Earth, © Thou ſhalt aſcend to Heav'n.“ 
Long, very long, Death hover'd for his Prey, 
And Angels ſeem'd to wait to wing his Way. 

His Friends, unwearied, ſtrove to ſtay his Flight, 
And him to ſerve brought Ireland Delight : 

Yes, Ireland and Greenwood jointly ſtrove, 

Who moſt ſhould prove their undiſſembled Love; 
Alike the Feeling of each worthy Heart, 

Tho' not alike the Aid they could impart. 

Tho' FLETCHER languiſh'd by fore Pains oppreſt, 
And tho' ſoft Sleep deny'd its downy Reſt ; 

Yet, paſſive to an /reland's Deſire, 

(Which ſome kind Angel did no Doubt inſpire) 
He left our Iſle to breathe his native Air, 

And Jreland watch'd him with an Angel's Care. 

1 ſaw him e'er the Veſſel ſet for Sail, 

x I ſaw his Health and Strength and Spirits fail. 
Surelyyx I ſaid, great FLETCHER now will die, 

Quit this ſad World, and ſoar to Realms on High: 
But, O!] it was not as'T wildly thought; 

My God;a Miracle of Mercy wrought : 

The good PVYSI1CIAN prov'd his wondrous Care, 


And did again his waſted Strength repair : 
Y Au. ian An 
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That Voice which once ſpoke roaring Billows calm, 
Bid the ſoft Air impart a healing Balm: 
He heard his faithful People's earneſt Cry, 


And kindly ſaid, my Servant ſhall not die. 


Great is that God with whom we have to do, 


What we confound, is one diſtinguiſh'd Clue; 
No erring Chance, no Jar in all his Ways, 

His Work is perfect, and our Buſineſs Praiſe. 
Poor Worms may wonder, for ſhort-ſighted Man 
Goes the wrong Way the Works of God to ſcan; 


Fool Worms may aſk, why FLETCHER languiſh'd long ? 
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Nor know, when he was weak, he was molt ſtrong. 


FT o us a Paradox it may abide, 


He moſt could do, when he was laid aſide : 
Yet, free from all enthuſiaſtic Dreams, 
Nor verging deep to myſtical Extremes ; 
I dare aver, when Nothing he could do, 
He did moſt forcibly his Work purſue : 
His patient Meekneſs, his reſigned Will, 


Without a Voice did heavenly Truth inſtill. 


While languid Nature cry'd, I nothing am,“ 


Fore, beaming forth, proclaim'd, © Behold the Lamb.“ 
All Hearts then bow'd to his exalted Worth, 
Crowds flock'd to view the wonder of the Earth: 
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Ev'n wrangling Bigots then forgot their Zeal ; | 
Malice was vanquiſh'd, for their Hearts could feet, f 


FLETCHER, again reſtor'd to Health, return'd 
To thoſe who, long devoid of Hope, had mourn'd : 
Once more engag'd in all his paſtoral Care, 

And did each growing recent Breach repair : 

| Though to all Eyes, but Envy's, bright he ſhone, 
And truly liv'd to ſerve his God alone; 

Yet ſtill he panted for ſuperior Power, 

And inly groan'd for that appointed Hour, 

When Nature's inward Strife ſhould ever ceaſe, 
And he enjoy uninterrupted Peace : 7 
Nor did he groan in vain, his God was nigh, 
| And from his Fulneſs did each Want ſupply. 
. Alu. 

ö Three Years and more, before he left our State, 
He took a virtuous, a religious Mate ; 

His ſober Thought determin'd the Event, 

Nor did blind Paſſion further his Intent: 

As ſhe herſelf has told his Death, and Life, 

As long as ſhe was bleſt to be his Wife; 

I need not here engage my feeble Pen, 

To ſay he liv'd, and dy'd, the beſt of Men. 

Trace him Maria, trace him to the Skies, 

| And if, like him, your Soul is truly wiſe, 
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: You ſoon ſhall ſee him in the Realms of Light, 
| And with the kindred Hoſt then reunite. 
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Not as his Wife, not as a married Pair; 

a Theſe Earth-Connections find no Entrance there: 
; The unwiſe Thought be baniſh'd from thy Breaſt, 
| As Angels then, and not as Men, we reſt. 

? Yet ſhall the Servants with their Maſter.be, 

f Thro' all the Ages of Eternity; 

With rapt'rous Joy behold his open Face, 

And ſound the Conqueſts of redeeming Grace. 

| There Friendſhip ſhall, maturd by Love divine, 


Take a freſh Rrvet, and for ever ſhine. 


f Hail, F LETCHER, hail! not loſt, but gone before, 
Methinks I ſee thee beckon from the Shore ; 
There on the Limits of the crowded Strand, 
My Comrades ſmile, and form a radiant Band; 
They call, —invite me to the Joys above, 
And ever praiſe the great Redeemer's Love. 
There my much-honour'd Friend in Bliſs ſupreme, 
Star diſtinguiſh'd, in their Ranks is ſeen. 
d is he diſtant? No; perhaps, he's giv'n 
Guardian-Angel to the Heirs of Heav'n : 
Perhaps, to me this Office may extend, 
And prove in Death, as Life, my conſtant F riend : 
D 


Perhaps, 
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Perhaps, he may inſpire a Midnight Dream, 

And to my Eyes unfold ſome future Scene; 
Turn Danger's Shaft aſide, and keep my Feet, 
Through all the Perils that I here ſhall meet: 
| Perhaps, when I ſhall lay me down and die, 

[| He with ths ſacned Convoy'iniay be nigh; 

Attune his Lute, . and fing:celeſtal Strains, 
To drown the Senſe of Death's laſt parting Pains. 


We cannot tell the Pow'r to Spirits giv'n, 
Nor penetrate: the Myſteries of Heavn ; 
Oft have I wiſh'd with. over-curious Eye, 
Within the Veil, with Eagle' Sight to pry : 
But vain the Thought, our Guide is Faith, not 82250 
1 Tis that muſt lead us to the Realms of Light; | 
| "Tis that which wing'd our Paſtor to the Skies; 
| 'Tis that ſhall help us after him to riſe, 
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Reſt, FLETCHER, veſt; thy various Toils are o rr; 
But we, poor Orphans, muſt our Loſs deplore: 
Our Father's gone — he's vanifh'd from our Sight; 
Nor drop'd his Mantle as he took his Flight. 


Great God I thy Judgments are a deep Profound, 
Which ſhallow Reaſon ſtrives in vain to ſoun d 
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We in thy providential Goodneſs truſt, 
And know, what ſeems ſevere, is wiſe and juſt. 
Vet ſtill, with Awe, we aſk, Why FLETCZR filed, 
| Why early number'd with the ſilent Dead? 

1 To us 'tis ſtrange, that when to Health reſtor'd, 

strengthen 'd to labour for his much-loy'd Lord; 

That when, to all, Death's Bitterneſs ſeem'd paſt, 

1 He, with ſhort Warning, ſeiz d his Prey at laſt. 
Perhaps, c'ep FE TcHER err'd, miſtook his Call, 
And, for a few, forgot his Debt to ALL. 

J What Tie conhin'd him to fo {mall a Charge, 
When Duty urg'd him to do Good at LARGE ? 
ain the Inquiry, now the Die is caſt ; 

ime for ſuch Reaſoning is for ever paſt. 


O thou, that heareſt when thy People cry, 
o us, in this our Time of Need draw nigh. 
Rial's gone, —on ſome Eliſha's Breaſt, 

May a large Portion of his Spirit reſt. 
Tome, ſeal the Anſwer of our earneſt Pray'r, 
And take on thee the Whole of Zion's Care; | 
Sreat God !—thou ſee'ſt her in her fallen State, 


: d all the Ills that on her Children wait. | 

D ! hear the Remnant, tho in Number ſmall ; | 
| 1 o thee we look, attend our feeble Call. 
f We 
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We wail the Loſs of a backſliding Race, 
And humbly ſue for thy reſtoring Grace. 
Revive, O Lord; we pray thee, now revive 


Thy Work, and ſave the choſen Seed alive: 


Some FLETCHER raiſe in our degenerate Day, 


Leſt wiſe, with foohſh Virgins, go aſtray. 
Succeed, O Saviour, and with Gracè ſuſtain 
Thy choſen Servants who with us remain; 
Take not, in Wrath, thy Candleſticks away, 
Nor quench thy Light in this our evil Day: 


| But, O, in Mercy now, great Lord return, 
[| And cheer the Hearts of all that weep and mourn. 
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